over this strange region beyond the reach of the
voices of the city. Even the ancient m^h was silent
at last. He had recited all the horrors his old mem-
ory contained, and at my side he stood gazing, with
bleary eyes, across the moat and the massy cy-
presses, and, with me, he turned to capture the
shining of Marmora.

On the farther verge of the moat three dogs,
which had somehow escaped the far-flung nets, wan-
dered slowly seeking for offal; some women hovered
darkly among the graves; a thin, piercing cry, that
was not without a wild swreetness, rose to me from
somewhere below. I looked down and there, among
the rankly growing grasses of the moat, I saw a
young girl, very thin, her black hair hanging and
bound with bright handkerchiefs, sketching vaguely
a danse du ventre. As I looked she became more
precise in her movements, and her cries grew more
fierce and imperative. From some hovel, hidden
among the walls, other children streamed out, with
cries and contortions, to join her. For here,, among
the ruins, the Turkish Gipsies have made their home.
I threw down some coins and turned away* And as
I went, returning through the old places of assas-
sination, I was pursued by a whining of pipes and a
thrumming of distant guitars* The Gipsies of old
Stamboul were trying to lure me down from my
fastness to make merry with them among the tombs.
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